
 
 

Chapter Five: On the Big Screen 
 
 

I was lying flat on my stomach when I woke up. My ass was so sore. Jasper was 
pressing tiny kisses on my shoulder, his hand massaging my back. I whimpered softly as I 
stretched, lifting both my arms and legs off the bed. My face was still shoved into the pillows. 
The smell of sex lingered in the air, clinging to us. 
 

“Good morning, Goddess. How are you?” He questioned in a tiny voice with an 
enormous smile. His fingers walked up my spine to my hair, pushing it out of my eyes. It was a 
wild, tangled mess. 
 

Turning my head to the side, I rubbed my nose against his. We pecked light kisses 
against our lips for a moment before I took a deep breath. “Amazing.” I kissed him several more 
times. Each became deeper than the last. “Do you still want to worship me today?” He nodded, 
his grin somehow growing. I loved his excitement. I rolled over onto my back. “Hm, should we 
go out and play in public again, or should we just stay in so I can tie you up and use you like a 
sex toy. Decisions decisions,” I teased.  
 

“Whatever my Goddess desires.” He kissed my temple as his fingers moved over my 
stomach lightly. It was as if he couldn’t keep his lips off of me. They traveled over my breasts 
and the marks he made the day before. I wouldn’t be able to wear anything but turtlenecks and 



jeans in public for weeks. And I didn’t care one bit. I wanted them, and I needed more. “Did I 
hurt you any last night?” 
 

“No,” I promised, petting his hair as he kissed my stomach. He asked the evening before 
when the scene ended, too, giving me the exact aftercare I needed. My tummy grumbled in 
hunger. He chuckled against it, running his nose over my belly button. His bright blue eyes 
flicked up to mine. “But, you did give me a magnificent workout.” I wiggled my eyebrows as I 
played with his curls. 
 

“That was, without a doubt, the best scene I’ve ever done. It’s not even on the same 
scale. Just the entire day from start to finish was perfect. Thank you.” He looked at me and 
smiled. “I feel more relaxed than I have in years.” 
 

“Wow, I didn’t realize my pussy was that powerful,” I joked as dryly as possible. 
 

He was halfway through a kiss on my hip. Laughing, he made it come out as a raspberry 
on my skin. I giggled and squirmed as he buried his face in my soft stomach. His jaw was a little 
rough, and it made me ticklish. 
 

“Really? I call you a goddess for a reason.” 
 

Cackling, I threw my head back against the pillows with my hands over my eyes, then I 
shook it. He continued to chuckle as he kissed between my legs, his mouth exploring my thighs. 
Jasper’s arms wrapped around them, pulling them further apart. My laughter turned into a 
moan. 
 

“Make me cum,” I breathlessly ordered after a few minutes. He had yet to touch what he 
craved, waiting for me to tell him what to do.  
 

“Yes, Goddess,” he whispered against my clit. 
 

Deciding to return the favor, I made him wait before he could. The evening before had 
been magical for me, and I wanted him to feel some of that pressure. I wanted it to build up 
throughout the entire day until he was begging. Teasing him, I edged Jasper until it was nearly 
unbearable. Every time he came close, I would stop and make him get me off again. 
 

After at least a dozen times, I pulled myself off the bed with another lazy stretch of my 
arms. I was feeling completely at ease and happy with the world. 
 

“Let’s take a shower and order food. I’m starving. And I still haven’t decided what I want 
to do tonight,” I said to myself with a shake of my head. He was lying on his back with an 
erection that tented the sheet. I ignored it. “Go start the shower.” 
 



Sighing softly, he shoved himself up. “Yes, ma’am.” He scrubbed his hands over his face 
and took a deep, calming breath. He glanced at his lap for a moment and sulked before 
standing up. 
 

I swatted his ass as he walked by. Playfully, he wiggled it back at me, making me giggle. 
It was so much fun when he was mischievous, and I adored it. I went to pick up my phone to 
look at our food options, but then it started ringing. Pouting, I was a little annoyed. If it had been 
anyone else but Eric, I would have ignored it. But not him. Just like Jasper couldn’t ignore his 
mother. 
 

“Hello?” I said into the speaker with a sigh. 
 

“Bella! Hey! So, the FBI just talked to me about your car. Are you okay?” He inquired 
nervously. The words were rushed. 
 

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I promised right away. “It’s just… a little scary. And weird. I don’t know. 
We actually skipped town for a few days to get away from the stress. And it’s helped a lot.” 
 

My agent let out a puff. “Oh! Oh, good. That’s nice,” he breathed in relief. “Ugh, it was 
such a beautiful car, though. At least you can replace it. I’ll make sure of that.” 
 

“Yup, it’s just an object. They’re always replaceable,” I agreed. “It’ll be fun to pick 
something out for me this time.” 
 

He cleared his throat. “Um, so I have news. I was going to call you today anyway when I 
heard from them.” 
 

“Oh?” I sat on the edge of the bed. 
 

He paused for a moment. “So, we’ve gotten several offers to option the book. For filming. 
Both television and big studios. None of them have really impressed me so far, but I got one this 
morning that I wanted to share with you.” 
 

“What’s different about it from the other ones?” I hadn’t even known about them. We had 
spoken about the possibility of movies, but not the specifics. But I had been so busy. 
 

“Okay, so, normally, when an author sells a book to a studio, it’s a percentage. Two or 
three percent of the budget and then you’re done. You don’t get anything else, and you have 
nothing to do with the movie. At the very least, I’d want you involved, so it turns out like your 
vision. But there is something called points in a contract. There are two kinds. One is garbage, 
and we don’t care about them. The other makes people very rich. Like JK Rowling or Stephen 
King’s levels. They’re offering those, and they’d like you to work with a screenwriter. So, at 



minimum, they’re paying a million for the rights and your script, plus a portion of the gross 
profits. That means you get your cut before the money men. Big. Fucking. Bucks.” 
 

My head swam. Jasper came out of the bathroom, leaning against the frame. His face 
was concerned. I doubted he had heard the phone ring in the first place. “Do you think I could 
write a movie script?” My husband nodded, but I was asking my book agent. He crossed his 
arms over his chest with a smirk. He was still beautifully nude, and he exuded confidence. “I’ve 
done nothing like it before.” 
 

Eric laughed. “With someone to help you? No doubt. Your dialogue is so natural. They’ll 
be able to pluck most of it straight from the novel. You only need someone to teach you how to 
write it.” 
 

Biting my lip, I rubbed the back of my neck. “That’s crazy. A million dollars, really? Just 
to start? That’s what they offered?” 
 

Jasper’s eyes got gigantic. He walked over to the bed. I reached for his hand. 
 

“Yes, ma’am. This movie will be amazing. It’ll be a hit no matter what. Everyone will want 
to see this on the big screen with a colossal tub of popcorn.” 
 

Laughing, I gazed out at the strip. Everything seemed so incredibly bright. “That’s… 
Wow. Are you sure they’re legit?” 
 

“Mmhmm,” he hummed. “We’re having our lawyers look it over, of course, but it’s a 
standard contract from a production group that I’ve worked with before. Their parent company is 
one of the big ones.” 
 

“Who is it?” 
 

“Universal Pictures,” Eric replied. All the air was sucked out of my lungs. “Don’t worry. 
You don’t have to answer now. We need to arrange a meeting, so we can talk about this in 
person. When should I come down to Dallas?” He offered. “How long will you be out of town?” 
 

Gazing at Jasper, I thought about how I loved going to New York City with him, but we 
only got brief spurts of time when we were filled with exhaustion and stress. I wanted to go back 
there and have it be different. 
 

“Actually, why don’t we come to you? We can stay in Manhattan. Do a little Christmas 
shopping. Maybe stay for a couple of days.” My husband smiled as he nodded. I gave his hand 
a big squeeze. 
 

“Sounds good. When would you like to?” 



 
By the time I hung up the phone, we had arranged the time in a couple of weeks. I made 

sure it was okay at every step. That meant that Jasper would possibly take at least a month off 
from work. I would need his support if I decided to sell the rights to the book. If anything else, I 
wanted him there to celebrate with me. It would be a monumental moment for me. And then he 
might as well take Christmas and New Year’s off, too. The anniversary of the event would 
doubtless be tough for him. And honestly, me too.  
 

Slowly, I put the device down. The room was silent except for the hum of the heater in 
the background. “I think might be sick,” I whispered before I threw myself off the bed and ran 
into the bathroom. The shower was still going, filling the area with steam. We had both forgotten 
about it. It was too hot and humid and didn’t help at all. 
 

I didn’t have much in my stomach, so I mainly gagged and dry heaved for a few 
moments into the toilet. Jasper turned it off and sat beside me on the floor as he rubbed my 
back. He pulled my hair away from my face so it wouldn’t get grosser than it already was. When 
I sat back against the wall, I was sweating, and it was matted to my cheek and neck.  
 

Wordlessly, he got up to fetch a washcloth soaked in cool water, then wiped my chin. I 
felt the opposite of sexy. 
 

He picked me up off the ground and carried me back to our bed like it was nothing. It 
was noticeably cooler, which was nice. The bottles of waters in the mini-fridge were freezing 
and felt amazing against my skin.  
 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered as he dragged one lightly over my forehead. 
 

Jasper laughed. “For what, Goddess?” He stroked my cheek as he leaned over me. I just 
shook my head, unable to speak. “So… It’s going to be a film? An actual movie?” I nodded, 
failing to find my words. “And they want you to write it. Damn. It’ll be so good. I can’t wait to see 
it.” 
 

Tears welled up in my eyes. “Thank you.” 
 

“For what?” He repeated as he flicked one of them away with his thumb. His smile was 
so gentle and warm, his palm resting against my jaw as he looked at me adoringly. 
 

“For always believing in me.” 
 

He pursed his lips, grinning a little to himself as his fingers smoothed over my jaw. “I 
don’t have to believe in you. I just have to step back and watch you go. I know what you’re 
capable of because I’ve seen what you can do. This isn’t blind faith, so there is no reason to 



thank me. They’re going to talk about Isabella Swan in the same breath as the King, Brown, 
Patterson, Christie... because you’re as good as them, if not better.” 
 

“Hale,” I corrected him. His smile grew so much wider. Leaning down, he pressed his 
forehead against mine. I took several deep, calming breaths as I smiled. He was, without a 
doubt, my biggest fan. I didn’t know how I got so lucky to marry him. 
 

Exhaling, he closed his eyes. “Mrs. Hale. What do you want to do now? What are you 
feeling up to?” 
 

“I really need a shower.” 
 

Jasper nodded. We both stank, especially after I got all sweaty in the bathroom. It was a 
whole other kind of odor. “You should get something to eat after that,” he encouraged in a 
gentle voice. “It’ll make you feel better. You’re just feeling a little overwhelmed.” 
 

I nodded in agreement. “So. Um, shower… and why don’t we get dressed, go eat, then 
go play at the casino for a while?” I needed to be distracted. 
 

“If that’s what my goddess wants,” he breathed. “Do you still want to play today, or do 
you want me to take care of you?” He stroked my cheek. “It’s up to you.” 
 

“I could just order you to take care of me,” I jokingly stated. 
 

He chuckled. “Mm, very true. Tell me what to do, Mrs. Hale. I am your slave.” He brought 
my hand up to his mouth, kissing my wedding ring. 
 

“Go start the water, and let’s try this again.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


